FIRE BELOW

miming over my pistol hand. And when I
made to lay her down on the ground, her lovely
head fell sideways, because she was dead.
I laid her down very gently and crossed her
hands.
When I got to nay feet I saw that the moon
was clear.
To my left stood the detective that I had
come to know. He had started against the
rock and covered his eyes. In front stood
Grieg and the smuggler. The latter was
standing, staring, with his head on one side,
but Grieg was swaying a little, with his right
hand up to his head.
The smuggler cleared his throat and spat on
the ground. Then he took a step or two
forward to peer at Leila's face.
I raised my pistol and shot the beast through
the head.
As he fell, Grieg fired again upon me, but
his bullet went wide. I never so much as
heard it, and I think the man was shaken with
what he had done. Indeed, I now know that
he was, for I afterwards learned that he thought,
as did all, that Lelia was Leonie, who had,
after all, come to meet me where the water
came down. And when I had called upon
her, so alike were th^ names that those that
heaid me made sure I was calling uporn my
wife.
So, though she lay dead, Lelia served me for
the last time.
That must have been Grieg's last round,
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